PELLY    BAY
And you could not shave. It is extraordinary how much
worse this made everything. 'There are days/ Father Henry
had said to me, 'when I am so covered in ice that I cannot
speak.5 It was the same with me, though I could show no
luxuriance of beard. But as the hair grew out on cheeks and
chin and lip, the ice would accumulate on it, and this accumu-
lation was burdensome, was actually heavy. It had to be
removed. Had I been able to take off my mitts, I might have
melted it away in my hands; but that was impossible. So I
would tug at it; my face would bleed; the blood would freeze;
and between frozen blood and dark patches of frost-bite on nose
and cheeks, I was no beauty. Sometimes I would think, as I
ran beside the sled, that I must look like a chandelier in move-
ment. I would laugh; the act of laughing would tear at the ice
and send sharp pains over my face; and I would stop.
I was cold, freezing cold, but I never shivered. Cold in the
Arctic is not like cold at home. It is not in you, but round you.
There is no humidity in this country, which is the driest in the
world, with no more than fifteen inches of precipitation,
ordinarily, in a year. You wander through this cold, dry as a
bone.
We crossed the mountain range and came out into the long
lake, forcing our dogs, building our igloos as late as we could
and starting out as early as possible in our haste — in my haste,
of course— to make King. One by one I saw again the igloos
which Shongili had built for me on the journey out, and to see
them again filled me with a curious sensation. Each of these
little heaps of snow had contained a part of my life, I would
think with a jolt of recognition; and instantly indifference
would follow this thought as we ran on.
On the fifth night of travel we spied the beacon that marked
Algunerk's camp at the bend in the river. I saw it first, and
pointed it out to my companions. Already the dogs had seen
us and signalled our coming, and the family were out of doors.

